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HEE- Mrevi Lael SILLY 
ie Files 


MADAME TA FON 
HOSTESS 


Oe" 
AT TREMBLE INNE/ 


7 HMMM. LETS SEe,,.4OU/RE VELMA, 
YOUNGER THAN MOST OF OUR IES SHAGCY, THATS SCOOBY 
200, AND IM FRED. W-WE 
BEGIN’ SOMETIME, DON'T i DON'T HAVE RESERVATIONS. 
WHAT ARE YOUR NAMES? 


RIGHT! So WELLE JUST 

L-LEAVE OR S-SLEBP 
IN OUR MUSTERY 
MACHINE. 


V MEB-HEE-HEE/ “OD 
LEAVE? OH, NO..-THE 
OWNERS OF TREMBLE INNE 
“ANYONE 


MEVER LET ESCAPE 
+ OR TURN ANYONE AWA! 


I THINK I 
SHOULD HAVE 
BITTEN HIM 


LONG AGO! 


THERES A POWER 


SHORTAGE; ' i 
WE DON'T BELIEVE 
IN WASTING ENERGY! 


7 HOWEVER...WE DO HAVE _ 
ALL MODERN CONVENI NCES 


GANG, OUR NEW GUESTS 


NATIONAL ORGANIZATION) 
HEE HEE 


7 _ SHAGGY, YOU AND 
THESE SLABS, om SINGLE 
BEDS, VERY COMPORTABLE!, 


OH, NO/,.. WERE GOING TO 
HAVE A BALL TONIGHT. 
KIDS ARE OUR 


you, 


¥ THIS BUNCH OF JF DAPHNE! I'CAN 
UP! —WEIRDOS GET HEAR YOUR 


THEIR JOLLIES Voice! 
SCARING KIDS! 


AND 
SHUT 


OKAY. STAY COOL. 
T'LL BE WITH YOU IN 
A MINUTE. 


IKE) BELOW _WE WILL BEGIN: WITH 
ps _ THE WHISKERY ONE aup dl sHARPENED 
THE STUPID DOG! THEY AWAIT \ MY SWORD. 

US INTHE SACRIFICIAL CHAMBER, 


MAS GOING JOON’T WORRY, SONNY / 
1? SCOOBY POON, SOON, YOU ANP YOUR 
AND? WERE JUaT) CANINE COMPANION 
FALLING ASLEEP] { WILL GOINTO THE 
é SLEEP THAT 
AMEVER 


alle re Saag THE CHANT, 


AT THE COUNT OF 
THIRTEEN 4OU afl 


BEGIN WITH THE ecard V _EXECUTIONER, Nae 


ARE YOU GIRLS AS Ki 
vere sertlsg PLACE AS 


Um alo, Moat Mommas | oe VIEL 
LSS per 


IT ALL STARTED WHEN WE RECEIVED A CALL FROM 
VA FLATBOTTOM, THE CAR MANUFACTURER! 


Fc0s 1, ZA 
Kk L Yoy cANT 
4 ayost t 


HERE'S A FLASHLIGHT, FRED! 


I) HE suers 
WENT RIGHT 
Ht 


IT'S AN ABANOONED BUILDING, 
BUT IT STILL SHOULD BE 
OPERATIONAL. 
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$e, UM 
Sizg, ARE pogrAls ! PEAn, 
Atrs Sout 4 


PUPPETS! TOM LOVED 
PUPPETS! ONCE HE SAID 
HE'O INVENTEC 

PPeT! 


IDANELECTRIC Of 


IP 


['. SOMEONE'S BEHIND 
z THE Door! 


TOM AND MIKE ? & GHOST WHICH 
PUPPET ? 


WAS REALLY AN ELECTRIC 
BUT WHY ? 


Hal HA! HA! 
TA 


scooBy. | 


D0000 ff 


The Mystery Machine was purring smoothly as the 
wn sank in the west. The sky was clear as Fred drove, 
‘and the others kept a good look-out for the campalte 
they were looking for. 

We must've taken the wrong read,” Daphne sald, 
scanning the read map. Velma was leoking over 
Daphne's shoulder, and she ogreed 

“1 don't care where we camp, gang,” Shaggy com- 
plained.“ just want to stop s0 we can build a fireand 
cook chew.” 

Yeu con soy thot again, Scooby Deo thought. 

“I don’t care where we camp, gong,” Shaggy com- 
plained, “I jvst want te stop se we can bulld a fire and 
00k chow.” 

Scooby Deo looked at him disgustedly. The others 


hadn't listened to Shaggy repeat himself. They were 
toe bury locking for a place to stay. Every campeite 
and motel hed the NO VACANCY sign out. It looked 
like they'd have te sleep by the side of the read. Then, 
Scooby Doo’ idened. 


Scooby pointed ahead. Towering up from the 
‘round reve @ menacing stone mountain. And, on top 
ef the mountain there was @ castle. 

“You know, | figured we'd come to @ ploce like 
thet,” Shoggy told the others. 

Daphne laughed. “Yes, Shaggy. We always de.” 

Scooby whined. He wished they always didn’t. 


Some of thove castles were pretty drafty. Or worse 
The sign at the tum-off said THIS WAY TO THECAS- 


“There's @ ack deed cy ert col” 
Velma said cheerfully. 


‘ = 
more than ghosts, he wasn't crazy about thunder and 
lightning. 

“fs anyone home?’ Fred called just inside the deor. 


“Yee-heo, Can we come in?” Daphne called. 
‘answer except for some chain-clanking and o 


Tl stay up all night and read, Scooby Deo thought. 


‘Se wil It" Shaggy sold, locking at Scooby. 
‘They had their sandwiches in the cobwebby library, 


They were dozing off when 
‘sat up, her eyes wide with fear. Velma had 


